Kenyon Collegian - November 1, 1952 by unknown
Digital Kenyon: Research, 
Scholarship, and Creative Exchange 
The Kenyon Collegian College Archives 
11-1-1952 
Kenyon Collegian - November 1, 1952 
Follow this and additional works at: https://digital.kenyon.edu/collegian 
Recommended Citation 
"Kenyon Collegian - November 1, 1952" (1952). The Kenyon Collegian. 2043. 
https://digital.kenyon.edu/collegian/2043 
This News Article is brought to you for free and open access by the College Archives at Digital Kenyon: Research, 
Scholarship, and Creative Exchange. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Kenyon Collegian by an authorized 
administrator of Digital Kenyon: Research, Scholarship, and Creative Exchange. For more information, please 
contact noltj@kenyon.edu. 











PUBLISHED AT KENYON COLLEGE NOVEMBER 1952
option
--. to al
" ' Zj "' a,,. v




Gambier - - - Ohio
WOOD'S HARDWARE CO.
Wholesale and Retail
Mt. Vernon Mt. Gilead
Fredericktown






23 E. Gambier St.
Open Evenings by Appointment











PRINTING ARTS PRESS, INC.
Newark Rd Mt. Vernon
Phone 61836









Fri., Sat. 8-- 6




115 S. Main St., Mt. Vernon, O.
B03 & SANDY'S CARRY-OU- T
Beer Wine
Swiss Cheese -




yuu rne stuuszu mutest tuw or
the go legieaEa
KENYON COLLEGE NOVEMBER 1952
Contents
Articles
On the Election Results, J. A. Rotolo 8
Campaign Assemblies, Ronald Sanders 9
E. E. Cummings, William Goldhuret 14
Stories
The Sound of the Horn, R. O. Forsyth 11
A Short History of Runyon College 7
Features
Around the Hill 5
10Sports
An Analysis of Shaw's St. Joan, R. Mezey 16
Discord, John Schmidt 18
Business Manager, Ethan Allen Torshen;Editor, Ronald Sanders;
Literary Editor, Charles Alcorn; Managing Editor, Stanford
Benjamin;
Art Manager, Hans Gesell; Exchange Editor, Thomas
Crawford;
Circulation Manager, James Hughes; Ass't. Business Manager,
William
J. A. Rotolo,Contributors:Schrier;Humphrey; Sports Editor, Gene
Robert Mezey, John Schmidt, BertWilliam Goldhurst, R. O. Forsyth,
Dulce, Morton Segal, James Hunt, Robert Hudec, Michael
Munn.TDave
Sexsmith; Photographs by Sy Weissman and Athletic
Committee.
ditorial
The reaction to the first issue
was as expected. Some people read
it and didn't like it; others liked a
few things in. it. For the most part,
however, the whole matter disap-
peared in a mad rush for a table at
dinner time. This, we repeat, is to
be expected; it is a common fate
for all Collegians. However, this ac-
tion resulted in an interesting- - re-
sponse.
Apparently, our front cover and
masthead are vaguely reminiscent of
Ilika, a condition which becomes
even more strikingly true upon run-
ning the thumb lightly over the sur-
face. Couple this defect with a bad
lunch, and bile is the inevitable out-
come. Thus we stand accused of
not mixing our prescribed fifty-fift- y
ingredients in the proper pro-
portions.
To these plaintiffs we can only
promise to do our best, yet we still
affirm, with trepidation, that our
earthly newsprint must remain
wrapped in a glossy esoteric coat-
ing. In short, we like our cover.
Now, we think that the bold trans-
gressor into our hermetically sealed
pages is likely to find that, in one
way or another, there is something
to everyone's liking. Of course, this
only refers to those who like some-
thing, but this worJd tends to be
imperfect. Whoever does not like
a literary critique may consider the
issue that much shorter and turn to
the other features; the same applies
to those who have no desire to read
about athletic events. In any case,
we deem it our duty to reproduce
herein the outstanding activities and
accomplishments of the hard-workin- g
student, however exclusive his
interests may appear to others. Such
persons and activities must be of
universal interest to the student. It
is our sincere wish that more stu-
dents take this to heart and give
'
us the sort of material we need to
make this magazine a success.
To those others who took the time
to separate the good from the bad
in the last issue, we give our heart-
felt thanks, and hope that, in a few
more words, we can make ourselves
better known to you. Your criticism
was mostly adverse, and rightly so.
Our first issue was a bold thrust in
the dark in an attempt to make, as
you can see, something entirely new.
There was an occasional touch of
grace, but it was for the most part
a child stumbling through its first
solo walk. But if you bear with us,
we aver that we have profited great-
ly by the experience.
For we have made some of the
awful discoveries that the young
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writer must make, and among them
that most astounding of all, that
writing is not at all like reading. We
mean that when a man reads, he
finds that he can assume a thous-
and roles, from Achilles to Alfred
Prufrock, and can accept any of
these diverse creations as equally ef-
fective expressions of his own
thought. He participates in these
roles, if he does not actually be-
come the vicarious creator of them.
But upon taking up the pen himself,
he discovers that he must commit
an act of violence to these countless
possibilities and obliterate all but
one. And he sees that for this dis-
tinctly individual role, he is the only
person to answer for its shortcom-
ings.
It is disconcerting, then, that after
the young man has tried out all of
the hypothetical positions with his
straight-edg-e razor on the invulner-
able mirror, he should slit his throat
on the first try anyway. It is at
best anti-climact- ic like an aerial-is- t
promising to drop a hundred
feet into a five-fo- ot tub, un-
scathed, and then missing the tub
altogether. At worst our author has
dreamed of being Achilles- - for the
sake of marching home, a hero, but
he got killed on the battlefield in-
stead.
But that which reigns over all,
the idea, has been preserved and im-
proved. Once more we march unto
the breech. We hope that the bar'
has fallen behind while the good
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EVENTS
October saw a wealth of activity
hit the autumn hued campus, some
of it leaving its markers streaming
in the first gray light of November,
Yet other aspects of the month's
happenings more intangible, more
lasting.
Visiting at Kenyon College during
the second weekend were the Misses
Alice and Margaret Bodine, daught-
ers of the Rev. William B. Bodine,
resident of the college and Dean of
Bexley Hall from 1876 to 1890. The
sisters were entertained by the Sun-
day noon singing in the Commons,
left with the college newly-discover- ed
letters between the Rev. Bodine,
Rutherford B. Hayes and the two
Shermans, William Tecumseh and
John. . that weekend, meeting
in the Alumni House biology and
chemistry teachers from various
secondary schools throughout the
country conferred on the study of
admission to college with advanced
standing. . . . the initial college
dance went revelling and reeling by.
. "Tawny Pipit" was presented
to Kenyon men in Rosse Hall on
Sunday eve . . .
With the richly-colore- d foliage of
autumn providing a fitting setting,
Homecom.ng descended upon the
Hill and the Lords descended upon
Hobart in a rousing upset. The cam-
pus played host to Kenyon men from
all over the East, particularly New
York and Pennsylvania, as well as
the midwest. . . . W. C. Fields added
his little bit to the general proceedings--
with "My Little Chickadee" in
Rosse Hall. . . . Two days later we
had the eminent psychlogist Prof.
Wolfgang Kohler from Swarthmore
by way of Tubingen, Benn and Berl-
in Universities as well as others,
speaking before an overflow audie-
nce in the Speech Building, overl-
ooking the fecundity of recent local
events for a more whole if not ent-
irely elucidating picture of Ges-ta- lt
psychlogy and the most recent
developments in that field. . . .
Another week of time-killin- g rout-
ine interspersed with education
heralded the third weekend of Octo-
ber. The "Well-Digger- 's Daughter"
and a number of other, somewhat
more collegiate femme fatales paid
us a visit and were well-receiv- ed by
most. A square dance in Pierce Hall
on Friday evening slipped by rather
unobtrusively. As the Day of De
AROUND THE HILL
cision drew nearer, Wall Street at-
torney Gilbert H. Montague, dona-to- r
of the Emily Dickinson collection
to Harvard's Houghton Library, was
the guest of honor at a tea on Mon-
day where he spoke on "The Fasci-
nation of Emily Dickinson" from a
layman's point of view. Later that
evening Mr. Montague turned to
face a more foreboding though less
genteel subject, "Big Business, Why
It's Needed and Why It's Feared,"
at a dinner for Economic and Poli-
tical Science majors. From Tuesday
on, following the visit by the last of
the four major candidates for poli-
tical office in Ohio to be heard by
a Kenyon audience, the Day of De.
cision was made more imminent in
the eyes of Kenyon men. Thursday
369 of them went to the polls in
a somewhat fateful mock election
and of course, Halloween eve
couldn't be allowed to slip by with
the only activity being choir prac-
tice at 7 P.M. November dawned on
a cold and white dormitory area as
another weekend in another month
came to the oldest men's college
west of the Alleghennies.
MOCK ELECTION
As the national election ap-
proached this past November 4th,
Kenyon proved itself to be a most
energetic part of the universal
throb. Fever ran high enough to
make our mock election seem noth-
ing less than a world-shakin- g event.
With a voting turnout of 80, we
proved ourselves better than the
whole nation in that department.
In the choice of the president we
apparently predicted a national
trend, although we gave Eisenhower
, an almost two-to-o- ne victory. But
beyond that, we did not throb so
universally. In defiance of present
reality, we gave the election to Di-Sal- le
over Bricker by two votes, and
to Taft over Lausche by about
seventy. According to the reports
of those who tabulated the votes,
the students frequently crossed
party lines in selecting 'the man of
their choice.
The whole affair was administered
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class, one objective being to see how
and where party lines were crossed.
There was also a crew present who,
for the sake of the advancement .of
learning, spent a good part of their
afternoon crossing off names so that
no one might vote twice.
NEW BOOKSTORE
The latest addition to .the hum-
ming little town of Gambier, Ohio,
has been the opening of Dr. Denham
Sutcliffe's secondhand bookshop.
Originally established in the College
Bookshop in the fall of 1950, it has
come into its own, occupying the
space behind Wilson's Barber Shop.
To own a secondhand bookstore has
long been one of Dr. Sutcliffe's
greatest desires. The bug bit about
eleven years ago, but has only now
been fulfuilled.
Although a vast amount of know-
ledge is required to run a bookstore,
Dr. Sutcliffe regards it as only a
hobby. In the small amount of lei-
sure time available, he finds great
pleasure in spending a few hours at
the shop. "Some men collect base-
ball scores for a hobby," says he.
"I run a second-han- d bookstore."
When asked how one goes about
getting into the bookselling busi-
ness, Dr. Sutcliffe replied, "You go
out and buy some books." Actually
the process is much more compli-
cated. At present Dr. Sutcliffe buys
books at auctions, out of private
homes, and by means of his own
radio and newspaper advertising, to
mention just a few methods. He
estimates the potential retail value
of his stock at two or three thous-
and dollars.
The new shop is a large single
room with bookshelves built by the
proprietor himself. At present the
prices of books range between five
cents and fifty dollars. In the fifty
dollar class are those collector's
items which he acquires from time
to time.
COFFEE SHOP
After a year-lon- g, hiatus, the even-
ing Coffee Shop go has once again
become a Kenyon institution. Evi-
dently most people are overjoyed at
this, and it is to these people in par-
ticular that we send our plea to help
make the institution last this time.
There are problems from the very
outset. The economic difficulties,
for example, are already threatening
to be as imposing as the ones which
caused it to close down at night last
year. Labor is, by a universal stand-
ard, worth 20 to 25 of the total
expenses. It now amounts to a cost
of $13 per night, which means that
the gross income should be at least
$52 per night, a figure that has not
been met. Instead, the cost of labor
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has averaged 33.89 per night. This
does not include the added expense
of the extra hour of maintenance
work in Pierce Hall at night, or the
extra work required to organize the
cash register the following morning.
Among the other problems is the
recently noted trouble with the soda
fountain. That is being handled at
this writing, and the Shop will be
in working order again at no extra
expense for the new equipment.
Fortunately, a special fund has
taken care of that.
However, the problems that every
young economist knows are entailed
by a small business remain. Where
there is no sort of large scale output,
profit and loss must be considered
virtually piece by piece. Hence, slow
hours are harmful, and small sales
do not cost proportionately less than
larger ones.
But these are not the most import-
ant matters to us. Miss Kimball
does not like to see an exodus from
an unpopular lunch down to the
Coffee Shop. Good morale is more
important than an hour's good busi-
ness down in the shop. But it is a
matter of morale, morals and a lot
of other things that everyone pay
his check immediately upon leaving
With a little cooperation we can
make one of Kenyon's most pleas-
ant institutions go on for a lon,g
time.
THE MYSTERY OF THE
MISSING SILVERWARE
It was a cold, foggy night in the
village of Gambiershire, and we hud-
dled closely around the fire. The
great man was in deep thought.
"Chilly," he said at last.
"Astounding!" said I. He had done
it again!
There came a furious knocking at
the door.
"By sifting and observing the facts
at hand," the great man said, "one
must conclude that our caller wants
to come in."
My cry of admiration was drowned
by the howling inrush of air as my
phenomenal colleague threw open the
door. A young man with crew hair-
cut and white bucks stood there,
screaming.
"Ha!" said my colleague.
"The silverware! The silverware!"
gasped the young man. He fell dead,
coughing up a little colored object
which clattered horribly on the floor.
It was a little plastic spoon!
"Follow me," said the great man,
and we dashed out across the ghastly
moor. The ancient towers of the Hall
of Pierce loomed before us.
"But, how did you know?" I
queried.
"The corners of his mouth, my
dear simple-minde- d colleague. There
were fragments of cheese souffle on
them."
"Gad!" I exclaimed.
We were walking through the long
musty corridors. Through the gloom
one could hear the ghostly click of
billiard balls.
"It's true!" my colleague ex-
claimed. "The silverware is gone."
"But . . . ," I spluttered.
"No time to explain," he said. "Fol-
low me."
We were out on the moor again,
and the great chapel spire of Gam-
biershire rose up before our eyes.
We made our solemn pilgrimage into
that ancient landmark.
"Ha!" said the great man. "There!"
There was a silvery gleam in the
gloom. It was the missing treasure!
"Humph!" he sniffed. "There's a
note attached." He held out a
withered yellow parchment, covered
with characters obviously gathered
from newspaper clippings. It read:
"Dear Girls,
Where prayers rise up and dreams
abound,
That's where the silverware is
found."
"Gad!" I said. "But, who . . .,
and how . . .?
"Empirically evident," he replied
with that Insouciance for which he
is so esteemed. "I received my first
clew in the dining hall. There were
pigeon feathers on the high table."
"Pigeon feathers!" I gasped.
"Yes," he replied, taking out his
new Hohner chromatic, "pigeon
feathers. This immediately called to
my mind the eight pigeons that were
said to have been let loose in the
hall centuries ago. Astonishing tale.
Apparently there is a ghost of some
frustrated student of bygone days
who was unable to choose between
Mather and Ascension. The spectre
of his split personality stalks the
moors to this day. It was this same
phantom who, I am told, hung a
mobile composed of tin cans and term
papers, from the rafters of the Nor-
ton reading room some years ago.
Some believe that he was originally
imported from Oxford, where he per-
formed similar feats. And, you see,
it was this same phantom who once
filled the pipes of the chapel organ
with flour. Since the culprit always
returns to the scene of the crime, I
came hither."
"Amazing!" I said.
But he heeded not my compliment.
He lifted his harmonica to his lips
and began to play a superb arrange-
ment of African chants.
HORSES
The scene is a wind-swe- pt moor
in Gambier, Ohio. The time is a j
pleasant autumn afternoon. A faint j
noise is brought to the listener's ear
rnc siuucEj muicautv or
hv the rising wind, a sound imposs-ihi-
p
bv nature, but nevertheless in-
sinuating itself on the "consciousness
one heard hoof-hpa- tsuntil one is sure
Then with, a rush and a roar
thev are upon us: "Yoicks, damn it,
Yoicks'''' and with sudden surprise
L realize that the Calvary Regul-
ars Kenyon Division have arrived.
But' what strange uniforms! grey
flannels, button-dow- n shirts, foul-
ards and tweedy coats! All this
may seem strange to the casual bys-
tander, but what he doesn't realize
is that the horses have arrived from
Granville (no offense intended).
This then, is the cause of all the
above effects, and if one takes a
really close look at the Cavalry Regu-
lars, he discovers that they are
composed predominately of members
of Kenyon's exclusive "Riding Club."
This organization, headed at present
by John Lyons, is dedicated to the
proposition that, why walk when
you can ride? For a nominal fee,
you, too, can join the Riding Club,
and (for a nominal fee) you can
A SHORT HISTORY
OF RUNYON COLLEGE
being, a spurious digression from
the works of an otherwise respecta-
ble Greek historian, found in the
obscure city of Oukonopolis.
Here begin the inquiries concerni-
ng Runyon.
But as the muse would have it,
any history of Runyon must be pref-
aced by a short history of Oxford,
a subject for which there is a
wealth of source material and outs-
ide readings, although it is universa-
lly acknowledged that this is im-
possible without a somewhat lengthy
account of that epitome of medieval
U's, I mean Paris, of course, which '
is simply non-existe- nt without first
you had the Greek Academe sitting
on the side of a hill.
The Greeks then, to begin" at the
Alpha, were very esoteric people,
because everything they did was a
Freudian image. In fact, some schol-
ars believe that the Dionysians in-
vented sex, or that, at any rate,
they were the first to dream about
it.
Which brings us to the University
of Paris, because, as everyone
knows, Paris is a very naughty
place, although there weren't so
many Americans there in the Thirt-
eenth Century. Some archaeologi-
sts suggest, however, that even at
that early stage, a rose was a rose
on the left bank. It is certain that
Eloisa and Abelard was first pro- -
party.
LP- um
duced here with English sub-title- s.
Then the age of exploration began,
and Oxford became popular because
so many Americans hit the Rhodes.
It was in this crude, Anglo-Saxo- n
hideaway that many savage de-
lights were indulged in, such as
carrying around boar's heads and
putting chamber-pot- s on steeples, so
that the more squeamish people
ejther founded Cambridge or went
to America and founded prep
schools.
At this time, in the colonies, an
eminent publisher with mutton-chop- s
(not to be. confused with
boar's heads) was telling young men
to go West because he didn't have
enough jobs for them. If not for
him. the gold probably would not
have found its way to Sutter's Mill,
Hollywood would have been an is-
land off the coast of Maine, and
Boonetown would only have been a
housing project on Long Island. But
as he stood pointing that way one
day, saying, "Go," someone said,
"Why don't you?" and, having the
strength of his convictions, he did.
And so he made the perilous
journey. One need not enumerate
the many terrors, such as drive-i- n
movies and malted milk stands
which he encountered on the way,
but suffice it to say that one day
he found himself adrift on an oil
tanker, in an obscure river called
the Rip-roarin- g, which means in
Indian, "screech of the parakeet."
Then he saw a hill which looked
like a fine place for a college, ho
he climbed it. Some say he said a
prayer while he climbed that hill,
but if not, it is certain that he swore
participate in their sole activityriding By following the road lustbelow Dorothy's Lunch to its happy
conclusion, one finds oneself at thedoorstep of Kenyon's old stables nowbeing used as working headquarters
of the Riding Club.
Additional notices: the Dean hasasked equestrians to kindly (!) stay
off middle path for reasons best leftunsaid. Also, John Lyons asked the
members of Uie Riding Club to "getout there and ride," so as to insureto the people furnishing the horsesenough income to make it a profit-
able proposition, and hence to pre-




14 E. Gambler, Mt. Vernon
something when he" stubbed his toe
on a stone marked "Class of '98."
When he reached the top, he saw
a young man sitting in a tree with
a beer-ke- g on his lap and white
bucks on his feet, reciting some of
the purple passages from John
Donne. He accompanied these verses
with a ukelele. Thus did that emi-e- nt
mutton-choppe- d gentleman de-
cide to start a school of agriculture.
Ivy was planted and dormitories
soon began to grow. The gentleman
with mutton-chop- s kept himself
busy, teaching the classes and ring-
ing the bell at the same time, which
shows that not only was he versatile,
but he was two people.
The study of agriculture began to
decline when the cider-pres- s broke
down. But at this time a bunch
of subversive thugs from the south
side of an Indian village called
"Chicago," smuggled in something
Liberal, which they called "arts."
Then a women's college was
founded, and male students began
studying Shakespeare intensively,
like how Romeo climbed walls by
tying bedsheets together. However,
the constant presence of women
took away the sweet surprise of
dance weekends, so they (the wo-
men) were banished.
And now, the cultural atmosphere
remains unbroken, save by an oc-
casional vision of splashing water or
unravelled tissue paper. Students
are pleased by their newly opened
coffee-sho- p, although they know
through their vast learning, that
man does not live by cheeseburgers
alone.
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ON THE RESULTS
OF THE ELECTION
The results of the past election
have been sufficiently if not exces-
sively analyzed, appraised, praised,
and refuted. This feeble voice from
the Gambier wilderness comes not so
much to cast aspersions or register
satisfaction, but to declare its own
interpretation of results and to pro-
phesy (The consolation of the de-
feated) future trends. Lacking: the
scientific precision of Univac and the
allegedly perfected methods of Mssrs.
Gallup, Roper, and Crosley, I rely
on a combination of evidence taken
from their polls and personal eval-atio-n
based on the evidence. The only
certainty that accompanies my pre-
dictions is that they will be refuted
by some, questioned by some, and
accepted by some. (The last "ca-
tegory will asuredly be the smallest,
though the more enlightened).
Those in sympathy with the Cleve-
land Plain Dealer and its Washing-
ton correspondent Walker S. Buel
will accept the thesis that ". . . .
Eisenhower's overwhelming victory
at the polls dramatically marked the
passing of the "New Deal-Fa- ir Deal"
era and the dawn of a new political
day in the United States." To these
the millennium has arrived. To those
who pledged allegience to Mr. Steven-
son and the Democratic principles,
the millenium is now ending. It
seems, however, that both of these
statements are the usual emotional
declarations of the victor and van-
quished after battle. They contain
excessive portions of elation and bit-
terness and not enough realistic
analysis. At the time of this writ-
ing, the most intelligent commentary
has come from Democratic Governor
Shivers of Texas who supported
Eisenhower and helped carry that
state for the General. Shivers him-
self was re-elect- ed with the blessings
of both parties and contends the
Eisenhower victory was certainly
not a rebuff to the, New Deal princ- -
Page 8
iples nor a rebuff of the Democratic
party. It was, he says, a reaction of
the people against the Truman type
of politics and deportment. (Not
necessarily against his decisions of
policy). This appears to be the truth
of the situation and I believe my
evidence supports this argument. The
Chicago Daily News (pro-Eisenhow- er)
declared: "It was Trumanism
that lost, and not Stevenson." It
goes on to indicacte General Eisen-
hower's personality made his victory
assured from the moment of his
nomination. As early as the New
Hajnpslyre.- - primaries the personal
"popularity) (as against other Re-
publicans) was indicated, and the in-
roads into the solidarity of the Demo-
cratic party were shown by the vic-
tories of Kefauver over Truman.
Here was a clear decision of person-
alities which was to be repeated
throughout the land, primary after
primary. The London Daily Tele-
gram writes: "In American federal
politics, personalities play a larger
part than ideas." It appears that
the personality of Stevenson, though
described by pro-Ik- e Philadelphia
Evening Bulletin as "a man of high
principle, great ability, and sound
patriotism," was too closely associ-
ated with that of Mr. Truman de-
spite the great difference in their
personal traits.
Eisenhower's victory bandwagon
carried the Republicans into Con-
gressional control, though these vic-
tories did not match his own land-
slide. It was assuredly a personal
gather than a party victory. Mc-
Carthy's margin was substantially
less than Ike's, Bricker's less, Sen.
Kem was defeated, Sen. Lodge (Ike's
earliest champion) defeated, Sen.
Cain of Washington defeated. I must
agree with syndicated writer Philip
Porter who states that "Bob Taft,
Warren, Dewey, Stassen none of
them could have done it." It was
Eisenhower who won not the Re-
publican party. It was the person,
ality of Harry Truman and those
with whom he surrounded himself
that lost not the New Deal as a
principle. Why else would Gov.
Shivers, Sen. Byrd, Gov. Kennon,
Gov. Byrnes abandon the national
ticket so closely identified with Tru-
man, and yet not desert the party or
their local Democratic candidates? j
In support of this last statement
I present the statistics of the pre- - '
election polls. I think it is generally j
admitted that they were conserva- - j
tive in their estimates and narrowed
the gap between the candidates al-
though their figures did not warrant
it. They assigned the undecided vote
from 2 to 1 to 3 to 1 Democratic.
Their latest figures indicated an
Eisenhower victory (Nov. 2, 1952):
Eisenhower 47 ; Stevenson 40
Undecided 13. Only a 3 to 1 j
Democratic distribution of the un-
decided could result in a 50-5- 0 figure, j
Here lay the fault. However, to the ;
question "Which party would you say j
is best for the people like yourself ?," j
the latest answers were :Democrats ;
50; Republican's 30; Non com- - j
mital 20. From these figures of
the same organization can be drawn
evidence that even though in sym-
pathy with the Democratic principles,
the many voters "crossed lines" and f
, voted for the figure of Dwight D.
Eisenhower.
The next statement will probably
raise many a questioning eyebrow,
and well it might for it is based ;
partly on supposition. The unpre- - S
cedented total vote cast in the past j
election certainly indicates that great j
numbers of those groups which had
previously been most negligent were j
attracted to the polls. Past statistics j
show that the American housewife
and the elderly female group have
been among the ' most neglectful of
their franchise. I will not (though i
a good case might be made for it) I
rely on the argument that Eisen- - S
hower's personal charm and the po- -
litical exploitation of Mamie had i
great bearing on this group, but 1 j
will insist that this group is most f
susceptible to the charges of "high
prices," "blood money," "sons drafted (
and dying in Korea." Nixon's many !
T.V. appearances were aimed at the i
housewife who views the nation's
economy largely in the light of her j
grocery bill while ignoring the many i
other complexities of price indexes, ;
relative wage increases etc. Further-- ,
more he exploited parental emotions ;
by using Roosevelt's figure of the j
"forgotten man" and applied it to i
our soldiers in Korea. With or with- - i
out challenging the validity of his j
charges, one must admit they were f
i
Continued "on page 19
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Election day came and even peacef-
ul Gambier was not unmoved. The
eternal and lasting things, literature,
nhilosophy, theology, were set aside
for a moment, letting all passion
for learning be poured instead into
the proceedings of the world's most
important event. And, quickly
e nough, it ended, leaving behind the
varied reactions in close enough
quarters for the somber ones to be
able to hear the rejoicing out on
the path. One member of the Re-
publican club peered into a room
and announced: "As Kenyon goes, so
goes the nation." A Kenyon prof-
essor was seen in tattered garb --
shortly afterwards, selling apples
from door to door. In short, he who
would affirm that our cloistered
academy is not at all interested in
mere temporal affairs simply has not
been around this Fall.
That Kenyon was feeling its oats
in this election became most evident
in the succession of lively, if not
downright bombastic, election ass-
emblies which were held in Rosse
Hall this year. The cries resounded
increasingly from week to week un-
til peaceful Kenyon suddenly became
aware that it held its own rightfully
obtrusive place in history, that we
are students after all, and it has
long been the place of students to
raise a hue and cry whenever they
realize that something is being put
over on both themselves and their
more docile elders. I refer to any
history book, and point out that
textbooks must be lived in order to
make reading of them worthTwhile.
Presumably we ate of the forbidd-
en tree way back when Governor
Laushe first appeared here and gave
to us, not the sedate and scholarly
sort of analysis that we have come
to expect, but a genuine, two-fiste- d
stump oration. It was no doubt then







faint realization that this is, after
all, the nation of Daniel Webster,
John Calhoun and, God save us!
Patrick Henry.
Of course, other elements went
into' our baptism, among which the
most predominant was, I think,
the worldly influence of nearby
cities. Some few of us got to Co-
lumbus and farther to hear the
leading candidates. But it was Mt.
Vernon that a good many more of
us got to. There we heard at dif-
ferent times Senator's Sparkman and
Bricker and a good time was had
by all.
It was on the day of Senator
Sparkman's speech that the young
Republicans took Kenyon's first step
into the world and hearkened back
to their highly touted but rarely
emulated forefathers. By, sheer go-gettive- nss
they were able to capture
a strategically located hill across
the street from the speaker, and
wreaked restrained havoc on the
proceedings with a Republican cam-
paign poster and a succession of
orderly but well-place- d boos. Mr.
DiSalle, who was with Senator
Sparkman, acknowledged their pre-
sence, and Kenyon know that it had
sprawled headlong into the polit-
ical arena.
These events, merely seeds, blos-
somed on the day that Mr. Fred
Milligan of ColumDus delivered a
speech. On this day there could be
no doubt that we had left the cloi-
ster, as evidenced immediately by
the glittering spray of campaign
posters which decorated the other-
wise venerable and properly brown
Rosse Hall. Water seeks its own
level, so they say, and so Mr. Mil-liki- n
got splashed with his own sort
of questionable rhetoric. Mr. Mil-
ligan was admirably good-humore- d,
so that the whole thing, both inside
and outside of Rosse Hall, turnedmto a rousing political stump-sea-sio- n.
This mounting spirit suffered atemporary setback, however, when
Mr. Michael DiSalle appeared andstruck a blow under the belt, or
above the neck, so to speak, and"
appealed to no other faculty butintelligence. It was indeed the bestshowing we had all year, although
no one's hair bristled, no pores ex-
uded sweat, and no hearts pulsated
in presto, which probably explains
why Mr. DiSalle lost the election.
But this momentary check upon
the outpouring of our wild oats only
served to enrich our abilities for
the main event. Upon hearing that
Senator John W. Bricker was com-
ing to speak at Kenyon, a group of
scholars who were well-verse- d in the
Declaration of Independence and
other documents of American his-
tory decided that it would not only
be prudent, but frankly constitu-
tional, to hold a small demonstra-
tion. The thing was done with dis-
patch and decorum, and apparently
the Senator noticed it. Some people
did not like it, but that, presumably,
is because they did not know that
when Shakespeare had written the
first line of of Hamlet, the writing
paper wasn't clean any more.
Thus did Kenyon live one of the
most ancient dramas in the world
this Fall. Like Telemachus, we.
went out into the world politic and
felt its blows. To many students .it
was as good an experience as going
to college. And the result was that
on election night, though there were
still a few who thought, when they
saw the beer-keg- s about, that it
was simply another excuse to get
drunk, there were those who actu-
ally lived victory or defeat, and a
few, perhaps, who even emitted a
non-academ- ic cry of joy or despair.
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Sports
Kenyon has had few all-arou- nd
athletes to compare with Senior Ron
Fraley. Whatever the season, this
young powerhouse can be seen
hustling out on the playing field or
on the courts.
The story was no different at
Steubenville High School, where Ron
also played the three major sports,
winning a total of nine letters. He
now reminisces about the days at
dear old Steubenville, ranking as
high as fifth place in his Junior
year. That was the year that he
contributed five touchdowns to the
cause. He recalls in particular the
big games against Massillon and Mc-Kinl- ey
that season. Massillon was
their hated rival, and the victor in
many of their previous contests.
Steubenville was leading 13-- 0 at the
half, so that the Steubenville Herald
Star was confident enough to publ-
ish a special edition announcing
Steubenville's first victory over Mas-
sillon in seven years. But it turned
out to be something like the (1948)
presidential election. Steubenville
lost, 20-1- 3, and all was silent. The
McKinley game was a happier time,
in which Steubenville held the fav-
orite to a scoreless tie. Even at this
time, incidently, Ron was showing
his special talents as a defensive
line-backe- r.
He showed his abilities in high
school basketball also, averaging
thirteen points a game in his Junior
year to help the team to a 16-- 5
record. As captain of the team in
his Senior year, he was high scorer
with an average of better than fif-
teen points a game. That year he
reached a high of 27 points in one
game, against Martin's Ferry.
In baseball he played center field,
second base, and when the pitcher
was tired he took that job also. Ron
will never forget his big hit against
Weirton High when he was a sopho-
more. There were two men on base,
and that was how many runs Steu-
benville needed to tie the game. Ron
leaned back and swung with' every-
thing he had and the best thing that
could have happened did happen. The
ball went a mile, and after a moment
of astonishment Ron took off, not
stopping until he had reached third
base. But at the end of the inning
the coach's only comment was an
angered observation that Ron could
have made it a home run if he
hadn't stopped to gaze at the ball.
Ironically enough, Ron suffered his
most disheartening baseball experi-
ence against the very same team the
following year. He was pitching and
had a 3-- 1 lead going into the last
half of the final inning. With two
men on, Patrick, Weirton's star hit
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ter, stepped up to the plate. He had
already slammed two hits that
game, and was a formidable oppon-
ent. Ron got three balls on him,
and with the way Patrick was going
it might have been a good idea to
throw another one wide. But Ron
couldn't bear the thought of walk-
ing such a good opponent, so he de-
livered a "fat" pitch which Patrick
promptly sent over the fence, to win
the ball game. Ron's batting aver-
age these years was always over
300. His best pitching record was
the one for his Senior year, in which
he won seven games, including two
one-hitter- s, and lost only two.
When the time came to think of
going to college, Kenyon was just
one of many possibilities, but it won





standing. Both Ron and Kenyon
have been happy with the choice.
Despite his bei ng on the playing
field all year long, he as maintained
a better than 3.00 average here.
At Kenyon, Ron added la crossc
to his list of accomplishments, win-




In basketball he has averaged 12
points per game for the two sea-
sons he has played thus far, with
a high in one game of 26 points
against Denison in his Sophomore
year. He expects a good season this
year if the new prospects shine as
anticipated.
He has been playing center and
left field in college baseball, but is
unable to pitch because of bone
chips in his right elbow that is the
result of a freshman football in-
jury. Once last year, on the team
trip to Florida, he tried pitching,
but his sore arm prevented him from
even finishing the game. One of his
most memorable college baseball ex-
periences took place against Deni-
son, when with one out in the last
half of the seventh, he hit a two-ru- n
triple, to give the Lords a 4-- 3
victory.
But football is of course the glor-
ious story. That was always Ron's
first love, and it was his first sport
at Kenyon. When he entered, fresh-
men were unfortunately not allowed
to complete in varsity games. But he
was able to show his abilities on the
freshman team, scoring one of the
touchdowns in the 20-1- 9 upset over
Wittenberg that year.
In his Sophomore year, Ron was
a vital part of that undefeated sea-
son. At that time he was a part-tim- e
offensive hilfback and a regul-la- r
defensive line-backe- r. He scored
two touchdowns that year.
The story has gotten better ever
since, so that this year Ron has
given us one of the most impressive
performances Kenyon has seen. As
co-capta- in, he has been one of .the
team's iron men, playing sixty min-
utes a game and driving all th
, while. Primarily a runner, he has
driven for four touchdowns in the
first five games, but has thrown
passes as well, most notably a ti-
tanic 65 yard heave against Hobart
to help us beat them 14-1- 3. De-
fensively he has been a rock, and
there is rarely a tackle that Ron is
not taking part in.
Ron hopes to go to law school
next year. There can be no
doubt that he will be a standout
there and that will be to Kenyon's
credit as well as to his own. Yet
we still must feel a little reluctant
to let him go.
The Kenyon football team,
downed in its first two games this
year, has surged back to win three
straight at this writing. The play
of Dom Cabriele, Ron Fraley, Don
Marsh and Bill Lowry has been out-
standing all year, and particularly
so in the victories over Hobart (14-13- ),
Capital (28-27- ), and Ashland
(46-14- ).
Hobart eleven was achieved in par- - i
ticular by two touchdown passes to 1
Don Marsh, one thrown by Dom
Cabriele and the other by Ron Fra- - i
ley. In the Capital and Ashland 1
games Cabriele threw a total of six
touchdowns passes, showing himself
to be one of the finest quarterbacks
in the conference. The running,
passing and all-arou- nd defensive
play of Ron Fraley has been a me-
morable farewell to Kenyon in this,
his final season. Also, the playing
of Freshmen Bill Lowry, Bob Rowe
and Batch Ollinger on the offensive
shows much promise for the future. I
On the defense the work of Bob f
McAllister, Dick Jankowski and Jack j
Harrison nas been especially note-
worthy. Continued on page 19 !
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THE SOUND
OF THE HORN
He turned slowly, his hands in
the pockets of his pants, and looked
back at the fossils of his footsteps
in the sand along the water's edge.
The wind whipped against his back
now,, whipped at the tears in his
brown leather jacket and at his
neck. He thought of the thousands
of imprints which had been there in
the sand in the hot summers before.
He thought of the people running
and Kicking the loose sand high in
the air . . . and the sand and their
laughter. Now in the cold there
were only his feet to mar the
smooth beach. He was there and
the wind was there, blowing raw
gusts out of the East . . . and the
sky was there, funereally shrouded.
The stillness was broken only by
the intermittent caws of a hungry
gull as he dove and bit at the water
and by the waves slapping incess-
antly, patiently at the sand. He
wondered if he could bear the sting
cold if he stood still and the water
reached his feet, if it climbed to
his thighs, if at last it played in his
hair. He laughed then, out loud be-
cause he know no one was there to
hear him, but when a gull seemed
to answer his laugh with a .sudden
close shriek, he started back fear- - '
fully. His head snapped in every dire-
ction but there was nothing, and
the gull had passed on. He climbed
the gentle slope of the beach and
settled in a clump of coarse grass
one top of a sand-dun- e. The wind
scooped at the base of the dune and
threw the sting in his face. He jus:
looked.
Richard Elsin sat on a dune and
stared at the water. A woman sat
m a little saltbox house about three
miies from the beach, up on the hill,
and thumbed lazily through a magaz-
ine, not attempting to read in the
dull, gray light of the afternoon,
v.'h ch coming through the small sq-
uares of window behind her headonly half lit the room. Occasionally
she would bend to straighten the
housecoat over her knees or to push
a. sprig of the ivy by the window
from the back of her graying headA lamp stood fruitlessly next to
the arm of the couch. She would
look now and then at the lamp andback at the open page. She wouldlook and turn the page, and thebacks of her hands stood out inblue ridges. She was waiting forthe banging at the door, but she setthe magazine down only when thebrass knocker seemed about to bespent against the panels.
The man stood stiff in his trenchcoat, his face grim and cold like the
afternoon. He moved to better set
his heels on the uneven flagstone
steps.
"Is he here?" He spoke quickly
passively.
The woman stared without an-
swering.
"He really isn't here?"
The woman gestured as if to open
the house to him.
"Good afternoon then."
The woman closed the heavy door
gently leaning against it for a mo-
ment and then wandered back to-
wards the angular living room. She
tripped awkwardly over a sill which
rose about an inch from floor sepa-
rating the front hall from the liv-
ing room. It angered her momentar-
ily. She know she had never trip-
ped over that sill in twenty-fiv- e
years She remembered how the
children used to run through the
house and trip over the sill and
how she had wanted to scream at
them. She could not remember ever
actually screaming at them. As she
passed in front of the mirror which
rested on the mantle over the fire-
place she fluffed her hair almost
without looking. She sat down again
heavily and plopped the magazine
open in her lap.
"Is he here?" she mimicked out
loud looking up.
"No he isn't here," she answered
herself. "But he will be."
Her eyes stared blurring thebefore Ppageher and she smiled
He will come to his mother."
And then minutes later there wasthe overcoat and the brief casebending over her and brushing her
Then6 n0t tel1 hDand then, or ever, about the manwho had stood and shifted hi! helson the flagstone steps
.
They chatted about it every oncem awhile down in the villagethe men sitting at the bar 'inGaenki's Restaurant ... the womendown at Miss Bishop's salon No"one really knew much about whathad happened but the tale sometimestook more than an hour to tell. Andit developed more violently and moreromantically each time it was toldThe whispers -- grew louder and theheads would shake more. The mensitting on the stools would crosstheir knees uncomfortably and wouldtry to make each other understandhow it was when it happened toyour head. And they would forgetabout him and it would become astory about heads and about thekind of people who were walking-aroun- d
loose these days. Joe Olsonthe drug store clerk, said one dayhe couldn't see how it could happento his kind on account of his mothernever let him out of her sight orlet him mix with a wild bunch ex-cept when he snuck off. No matterwho chose to tell the story to astranger or just to tell it over' again
he would always oegin and end thesame way, and always the headshaking.
"Now of course none of us ever
really knew the boy well, but henever seemed that way."
Gaenki, behind the bar, looked out
over the neon sign at the gray after-
noon and tongued "his cigar from one
corner of his mouth to the other,
neatly dodging the hazard where one
of his teeth was missing.
"Funny about some people, eh?"
he said.
"I never seen his old man in here
for a drink," one of the men at
the bar piped suddenly.
"His old man wouldn't want to
drink in here," Gaenki returned,
"but the kid did." Everyone laughed
at this.
"And plenty!" Gaenki continued
and everyone laughed again.
"Fell off that stool once." And
they laughed again.
"Came in here one morning I just
opened," continued Gaenki, enjoying
having his humor appreciated, "and
broke a goh-dam- n glass in his hand!"
Some .of the men looked at each
other with hesitant half-smile- s, but
nobody laughed. Gaenki bent quickly
behind the bar and began filling the
sink with hot water.
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The ever darkening afternoon suc-
cumbed - quickly without a twilight
to a black evening. The wind was
gone and the little puffs of mist
around the streetlights promised
that the fog would roll in. Already
the horn in the light-hous- e far out
on the reef had begun its ritual of
moans, and the moans swelled up
the streets from the beach, and the
villagers scurried a little faster to
get home out of the heavy cold.
The lighthouse sat on a mound of
rocks at the very end of a sandbar
which stretched about two miles out
from the beach. . If you walked ra-
pidly, you could go out to the light
and back at dead low tide without
ever getting your feet wet. Some
people in the village called it Wake-lan- d
Reef because old Mister Wake-lan- d
had been keeper of the light
for about sixty years, ever since he
was a boy. He could always be
heard to boast at least once when
he was in town that he .had never
had to use the boat getting to and
from the light to shore, and that he
had never gotten his feet wet in
sixty years. "I know the tides." he fc
would say. "It's just knowin tides
. . . even at night!"
Richard Elsin knew the tides. He
got up stiff and shivering from the
sand and looked about him at the
nothingness which was the night and
the beach, the bare lightness of the
sand at his feet and the black and
even splash. The tide had started
out about an hour previous, for
faintly distinguishable was the rib-
bon of dark wet sand showing how
far the water had receded. The
gusts which had threatened an
Easterly storm during the afternoon
had died to nothing. It was the fog
now which hung threatening, hung
just off shore poised like a great
wave. Richard Elsin started down
the beach and around the little bay
towards Wakeland Reef. This was
the time to start, he thought to him-
self, when the water's gone an hour
and starts out fast. He could re-
member playing pirates halfway out
on the reef when he was a child and
he could remember his mother run-
ning after him and promising him
he would drown someday. He re-
membered that he had always loved
the beach and he thought it must
have been because he could run
swift on the hard sand near the
water and it took longer for some-
one to catch him back. He could
remember being threatened that he
could not go to the beach if he ran
away. He remembered his mother
as an, arm, as nails which dug into
his thin, brown shoulder and turned
his body into a writhing and scream-
ing thing trying to catch its toes
in the soft sand. Now as he walked,
counting the steps he took between
the intermittent moans from the end
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of the reef, he thought of his mother
as ah arm which had handed him
to the tensed and alien circle of
another arm which had taken
him away from his beach in the day
and the night, taken him from the
loving sound of the horn.
He was on the reef now. He
looked for the light although he
knew he would not be able to see
disappearing and reappearing as his
eyes were able to penetrate about
his feet. He walked with his feet
farther apart than usual so that he
could feel the hump back of the reef
it until he got closer. Not many big
boats ever passed this close to the
bay anymore so they had never got
a stronger light. There was just
the horn and the echo of the horn.
The reef stretched out in front of
him in the filmy gray and the black,
and know he was walking straight.
He thought of himself how easily
a person could become bewildered
and panicked on the reef in the dark
and, not knowing whether he was
running in shore or out to sea, would
run crazily from side to side into
the water until at last there would
be no sides and no middle and only
the water rising. He saw himself
running crazily in circles on the reef
and screaming at the water to stay
back, but he laughed and he had no
fear, and the horn sounded immedi-
ately ashead. And he thought, the
horn is the sound of my mother's
voice when sometimes she would say
goodnight to me in the dark. He
was sorry immediately that he had
thought of that, she was not like
the sound of the horn. The sound
of the horn did not whisper in the
dark that he was not like the others
. . . you are not like the others . . .
you are not like the others.
Old Mr. Wakeland stood next to
the light as silently it completed its
circuit and started around again. It
nevered bothered Mr. Wakeland to
have the light bathe him in blinding
light momentarily as it caught him
in its path. He always would look
upward when the brilliant swath
would silhouette bis figure as if in
vague communication. His timeless
reverie was suddenly shocked by the
slaps of footsteps which resounded
quivering up the long steep spiral
stairs. He turned and squinted down
into the blackness of the stair well,
but all he could distinguish was the
white back of a hand advancing in
jerks up the lenth of the iron rail-
ing . . . until at last there was a
face, and a body, and the feet stop-
ping, and then the voice which said,
"It's only me," as if it could have
been no other.
"You come here." v
"Where else ..."!"
"You could not go to them that
hates the water."
"No."
The old man strangely kept his
place hovering at the top of the
stairs looking down into the face
of Ri,chard Elsin who stood several
steps below. He started to speak
again to the face below but the horn
was suddenly deafening and when
the noise had trailed off into the
fog, he said nothing. The old man
thought of the times he had looked
down the spiral stairs to see the
boy coming up to him. He had not
really been a boy, the old man re-
membered, but a man. He had
seemed like just a boy because he
would come and sit on the floor and
he would play as if he lived there,
and he would stay until the very
last minute before the tide would
start covering the reef, and then he
would run back on the hard sand
with his chest thumping wildly. The
old man remembered how once he
had not come to light for five or six
weeks and when he had come there
was a haunted look in his eyes and
his face and his skin were pale and
the old man could not understand
how he could be so pale in the sum-
mertime. And then Jie had come
once and said that his mother was
sick . . . and then he had never come
back again . . . until now, here in
the fog. The old man had found
out why he didn't come on one of
his trips to town, and he had heard
that some of the people in the vil-
lage were saying that he, Old Wake-
land, had been trying something
funny out on the reef and had been
trying to keep the boy from his
mother by telling him crazy stories.
The old man had wanted to say that
it was the boy that had told the
crazy stories, but he couldn't say
that because somehow he had never
been able to dis-belie- ve them. He
could never think crazy of the boy
because the boy loved the water,
and the fog, and the wind, and the
sting of the dry sand, and running
on the beach . . . and this was the
old man's life, this was his faith. He
had wtfndered about the boy because
they had taken him, away, he won-
dered if he had missed something.
He was wondering now when j
Richard Elsin looked up at him and I
spoke. j
"I wouldn't go back to her, and j
they wanted me too." !
"That hates the water don't love
us ..." )"I told them I lived here."
"In the water . . ."
"Yes, I told them in the "water."
Mr. Wakeland turned and walked
back toward the great circling beam
and thought how the light should be
pure white and not yellowy like it j
was. The horn crashed bomb-lik- e j
on the silence, and when the old
man turned around, he saw that !
Richard Elsin had come up the re-- ;
maining steps and now stood staring !
S yuu rnc multzu rnutcuun or
nut at the black and the winding
strive of gray. Patches of wet sand
rlune to his shoes and the cuffs of
h's pants He had lain in fields and
tad brushed off the grass and the
dirt he had lain by the roadside
and had rubbed at the tar stains
and the sticky pebbles ... he had
lain in the sand and there was sand
in his shoes and sand in his pockets
and sand that was scratchy at his
neck, and there was sand in his
ha"You told them you lived here
." . Mr. Wakeland's voice was
dim.
"The arm took me away."
"And they will come for you
here?"
"In the morning, not in the fog?"
Mr. Wakeland paused for a mo-
ment He knew that he did not
mean the words that he was about
to speak. He knew that he did not
have any faith in these words, but
that he had to say them because he
was only the keeper of the light
VC , ??ulA be onlv the keeperof the light . . . this was all he hadever known and he could not besomething else now ... he couldnot be something else to RichardElsin . . . mother, father, or GodHe said what he had to withoutlooking at him.
"You could go back to her Rich-
ard Elsin, and pretend . . . and thenyou wouldn't have to go away."
Richard Elsin spun around toward
the old man and stared at him as
if he saw a bag of silver in the first
of his hand. And then, as suddenly
he calmed. Perhaps he understood!
He smiled as he thought he would
smile if he were pretending. He
imagined the warmth of her arm
about his neck as she would tell
them to go away, that he would be
all right now . . . and her closing
the door on them, and her arm about
his neck. He would pretend to smile,
he would pretend that in the morn-
ing the arm would free him to go
down to the water and to run on the
hard sand . . . and he would run
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more nimbly than ever, and his legs
would get round and firm again
and he would dash across the beachsidestepping the hard little muscles
and broken glass and leap over therotted stumps and the other drift.He could always pretend that thearm was not there . . . there isn't anarm really ... no arm.
"And maybe I can come out here
sometimes."
"Yes."
Mr. Wakeland let him get half-
way down the concrete steps before
he called.
"The tides come in three hours,
you can't make it now."
Richard Elsin looked back for a
moment at the old man standing
tensed at the top of the stairs, the
keeper of the light.
"No, I can't make it now . . ."
Mr. Wakeland heard the heels
clack finally on the bottom step, and
the echo, and then everything was






a study of e. e. cummings'
me hods of presentation
BY WILLIAM GOLDHURST
Time magazine recently carried a
profile on E. E. Cummings in which
he was referred to as "probably
America's most respected lyric
poet." Whether or not modern cri-
tics would agree is open to doubt
some have been negatively impres-
sed by the "strangeness" of his syn-
tax, punctuation, and typography,
seriously questioning whether such
devices are justified. It has been
suggested that he has substituted
cross-wor- d games for poetic intensity
in an attempt to compensate for an
obvious lack of talent. That this is
true in some of his poems I will
not attempt to deny there is suf-
ficient grounds for expressing regret
at the squandering, at times, of an
authentic lyric gift on what amounts
to no more than irrelevant, if not
"arty," devices.
A poet should, however, be judged
and evaluated in terms of his best
performance. I should like, there-
fore, to examine some of Cumming's
more notable achievements, for
which purpose I have selected three
of the better lyrics.
They all strangely present the
same exigetical difficulties, which,
when clarified, might explain the im-
pression one receives of an immedi-
ate appeal inherent in the verse. Let
me begin with sonnet number 35:
"goodby Betty, don't remember me
pencil your eyes dear and have a
good time
with the tall tight boys at Tabari'
s, keep your teeth snowy, stick
to beer and lime,
wear dark, and where your meet-
ings breasts are round.
have roses, darling, it's all i ask
of you
but that when light fails and this
sweet profound
Paris moves with lovers, two and
two
bound for themselves, when pas-
sionately dusk
brings softly down the perfume
of the world
(and just as smaller stars begin
to husk
heaven) you, you exactly paled
and curled
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with mystic lips take twilight
where i know:
proving to Death that Love is so
and so."
The poem presents a dramatic sit-
uation in which the poet is saying
goodby to his sweetheart, telling her
to forget him and enjoy herself with
the "tall tight boys" at a bar which
is probably familiar to both of them.
His imperatives take the casual form
of advising her to maintain her ap-
pearance, and to exercise some re-
straint in her drinking. Line 8,
however, begins with a change of
tone; in this section, I think, are the
best lines of the poem. We might
paraphrase it in prose thus: when
evening comes, and the Parisian
lovers begin to fill the streets, drink
the twilight with your "mystic lips,"
"where I know" (i.e., he has wit-
nessed this experience before), and,
by so doing, demonstrate to death
that love exists. This is perhaps all
that Betty can do, and all that the
poet wants her to do; to prove to
death (which would deny love) that
love exists not necessarily that love
is happiness or sublimity, or life-produci- ng
this might or might not be
the case; but proving, specifically,
that love is. Now two difficulties
immediately present themselves
first, the lack of a "basis of veri-
similitude" in two of the major
tropes ("and just as smaller stars
begin to husk heaven" and "with
mystic lips take twilight where i
know"), and second, the lack of the
objective correlative in the last line.
To husk is to remove the external
covering of certain fruits or seeds,
especially, of an ear of corn. If the
"husking" refers to the process of
the stars' removing night's cover of
darkness, it is inaccurate. The sun,
rising, might perform this action,
but the relative degree of darkness
increases from daylight to night
the sky darkens. There is no period,
within my experience, between twi-
light and midnight during which the
sky undergoes a gradual lightening,
except when the rising moon is the
agent. Why didn't the poet use
"moon?" I can answer this only by
saying that I am concerned, not with
what the poet didnt use, but with .
what he did use. Why did he use j
the word "husk?" Perhaps he '
needed a rhyme for "dusk" in line I
eight. And how can a girl imbibe !
the twilight? Well, she has "mystic '
lips." But that is begging the ques-
tion. I seek, in poetry, not to be
told something I cannot controvert
because it is mystic and therefore
beyond my understanding; but to
be shown an experience that I can
apprehend and in which I can par-
ticipate. Furthermore, assuming
that the girl can perform this mag-
ical business, in what way does it
prove love's existence to death? The
"objective correlative," we are told,
is a means whereby emotion is com-
municated:
The only way of expressing emo-
tion in the form of art (for ex-
ample the art of poetry) is by
finding an 'objective correlative';
in other words, a set of objects,
a situation, a chain of events
which shall be the formula of that
particular emotion; such that
when the external facts, which
must terminate in sensory experi-
ence, are given, the emotion is
immediately evoked.
Not only do the external facts given
in this poem not terminate in any
sensory experience I can share, but
if I could share in that experience,
it would not evoke an emotion which
corresponds to the experience "de-
scribed, namely, that such a fact
demonstrates to death that love
exists.
But let us consider it this way: the
poet's love for the girl is not com- - .
posed of facts which can be objec-
tively recorded it is an experience
which cannot be conveyed --In terms
of concrete objects the poet may
find that a quantity of his love for
the girl consists in his admiration
of her lips: but there is a mystical
quality inherent in these lips which
he cannot objectify just as he can-
not objectify the experience of the
coming of evening to Paris he can
bniy communicate his impressions
of that experience; he can only say
that "passionately dusk brings softly
down the perfume of the world,"
concepts which we cannot visualize
nor experience sensuously, yet which
we can vaguely understand. And
that is all the poet asks . . . that
we do not seek to find a corre-
spondence in the world of fact to
"passionate dusk" or perfume of the
world" or the experience of imbib-
ing the twilight. We are not asked
to formulate a sharp focus on the
comparisions made, as in John Don-
ne's:
If they be two, they are two so
As stiffe twin compasses are two:
Here, our sensory experience of a
compass is imaginatively juxtaposed
to our experience of the lover's re- -
y you rnc siuzszu rjruCLuw or
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lationship. But this is seventeenth
entury wit the reconciliation,
in the imagination, of objects ap-
parently dissimilar. Cummings does
not employ this mode of communic-
ating the emotion he asks us to
accept his incapacity to communic-
ate the experience exept in terms
of his Impression of its totality,
mus that indefinable quality which
he cannot objectify nevertheless com-
municates directly with us; his
"Betty" has proved love's existence
by that very performance which he
cannot apprehend sensuously or obj-
ectify in his verse; by virtue of the
fact that those mystical elements
cannot be conveyed In terms of
clearly defined concretions, love's
existence is confirmed in his imagi-
nation, and it is this impression
which he records.
I should like to consider number
43, in which the poet foresees the
possibility of a future separation
from his lady:
"it may not always be so; and i
say
that if your lips, which i have
loved, should touch
another's, and your dear strong
fingers clutch
his heart, as mine in time not
far away;
if on another's face your sweet
hair lay
in such a silence as . i know, or
such
great writhing words, as, utteri-
ng overmuch,
stand helplessly before the spirit
at bay;
if this should be, i say if this
should be
you of my heart, send me a little
word;
that i may go unto him, and take
his hands,
saying, Accept all happiness from
me.
Then shall i turn my face, and
hear one bird
sing terribly afar in the lost lands.
A striking image occurs in the two
closing lines of the octave "such
great writhing worcjs as, uttering
overmuch stand helplessly before
the spirit at bay;" I' assume two
possibilities: first, that the spirit is
at bay before the overwhelming
significance of the words, and
second, that the words are at bay
before the power of the spirit to app-
rehend the words' significance in
totality. The latter would seem
more likely "at bay" is an express-
ion we associate with a hunted
animal, having been corned try his
pursuers. The "helplesly" would
modify the. hunted rather than the
pursuer. Such a statement points
directly to a definition of Cummings'
wrse. I make an attempt to app-
rehend the- - words in terms of
sensuous associations, but they, "ut-
tering overmuch," elude any' kind
of pin-point- ed focus. They utter
overmuch in so far as I can never
imaginatively experience the "set of
objects, situation, or chain of
events" which they denote. Never-
theless, they communicate directly
with me; let me turn now to a con-
sideration of the last poem, number
189, a kind of piece de resistance:
"if i have made, my lady, intricate
imperfect various things chiefly
which wrong
your eyes (frailer tHan most
deep dreams are frail)
songs less firm than your body's
whitest song
upon my mind if i have failed
to snare
the glance too shy if through my
singing slips
the very skillful strangeness of
your smile
the keen primeval silence of your
hair
let the world say "his most wise
stole
nothing from death"
you only will create
(who are so perfectly alive) my
shame :
lady through whose profound and
fragile lips
the sweet small clumsy feet of
April came
into the ragged meadow of my
soul."
Here, again, we encounter the
same difficulty, especially at the
conclusion. Whereas in number 43
I can understand the reference to
some extent, i.e., the lover, having
lost his lady, will find a communion
with the "one bird sing(ing) ter-
ribly afar in the lost lands" a sym-
bol here for utter desolation which
corresponds to the desolation he will
find in his own spirit, in 189 I must
attempt to understand how the
"feet of April" can come through
the lady's lips.
Let me try to set down my un-
derstanding of what has gone before
in the sonnet. The poet is address-
ing his sweetheart, telling her that
if he has failed, in his verses, to
communicate her beauty, or, to be
more precise, the image of her
beauty in his mind, i.e., his impres-
sion of the totality of the lady if
he has failed to convey, in his poe-
try, the indefinable essence of her
(as he conceives it), then, he con-
tinues, "let the world say 'his most
wise and music stole nothing from
death' " to paraphrase this state-
ment, "it is irrelevant to me if
people find nothing deathless in my
poetry;" and, to go on, "you only
will create (who are so perfectly
alive) my shame'," i.e., he is re-
minded of the inadequacies of his
aA Ar
verse only by the lady whose beautyhas stolen something from death- - hefeels, in other words, that his obli-gation to his readers has been ful-
filled by his attempt to communicateher beauty in the only terms heknows; only to the original object
itself does he feel that he has failedto pay his debt for her beauty can-
not be communicated in terms which
we can understand concretely; hecan not denote it, only connote it.
This, in painting, is called expres-
sionism.
It practices the representation,
not of the original object, but of the
emotions evoked in the artist by
the object. Thus, clarity is sacri-
ficed to certain inexplicit modes of
representation which concern them-
selves less with realistic portrayal
than with the communication of the
essence. Formal elements are dis-
pensed with; we do not seek to find
line in Roualt's painting which cor-
responds, in any definite way, to
the real object. Nor need we de-
mand a basis of verisimilitude in
Cummings' lyrics. The important
thing is that he communicates di-
rectly with us. The "great writhing
words, uttering overmuch" reach us
by providing us a glimpse into the
poet's imaginative conception of the
object: we discover no coordinates,
no slick parallels in his tropes, only '
expressions which approximate pro-
bability in their fusion. This is not
poetry to be dissected and analyzed
microscopically. We realize, after
we read enough of it, that the de-
mand made on us is not a sharp
focus on the camparison, but for an
apprehension of the mystery of the
totality of the object portrayed.
Thus, if we seek to apprehend,
through associations of our sensory
experience, expressions like: "the
keen primeval silence of your hair,"
"the coming of my love emits a
wonderful smell in my mind," the
"mudlucious world," etc., we will
miss, if not deny, the general in-
tent of the expression.
The danger, of course, involved in
defending this mode of communica-
tion rests in its possible application
to justify any and all bad meta-
phors. I can only point out that
Cummings utilizes the method con-
sistently in his better poetry, and
that his poetry is the better for it
it succeeds in terms of our aes-
thetic response to it.
There are many of us, I am cer-
tain, who, in:
"lady through whose profound and
fragile lips
the sweet small clumsy feet of
April came
into the ragged meadow of my
soul."
will forcibly discover the sentiment
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G. B. Shaw called Saint Joan "a
chronicle play in six scenes and an
epilogue," and the student of drama
(I do not mean necessarily the stu-
dent by vocation) would do well to
mark the word "chronicle." The
actual facts of St. Joan's life and
career afford so intense and wide
a drama that in considering the re-
cords of it, or a dramatic poem
dealing with it, the vicarious spec-
tator inclines to partisanship. I
should imagine that a seminarian
for whom the Church is the be-a- ll
and the end-a- ll is likely to feel that
it is comedy, and a young collegian,
daringly atheist or aspiringly agnos-
tic, is likely to insist that Joan got
a raw deal and the church that
burned her (as well as the descend-
ant of that church) is a diabolical
and corrupt power. I have no com-
plaint against the fashionable pre-
judices of either the debunkers or
the devout, but let us call a history
a history.
Now no piece of art can be purely
historical; history is not one of the
arts . . -- .
Immediately these partisans, the
collegian and the seminarian, will
leap up and cry, Ah well, which of
us is right? The answer is: neither.
If a label be demanded, we should
I think, call Saint Joan a 'tragic
history;' but like most labels, it does
not name the thing or solve the
problem.
It should be explained here to any-
one who thinks that the Catholic
Church Militant is the villain of the
play that Shaw has gone to great
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pains, both in the Preface and the
text, to demonstrate the sincerity
and integrity and justice of the
court that sent Joan to the fire.
(This is only in a manner of speak-
ing; it was the sullen and vanqu-
ished English who executed her as
they would execute any captured
enemy general.) It can be easily
proved that few heretics ever got
so fair and patient a trial. And
Joan was a heretic.
Certinly. she was an honest girl.
Certainly she was pious and chaste
and humble and a combatant genius
whose coups broke England's power
in France. But her honesty was in-
sulting, her piety unorthodox, her
chastity irregular, her humility
proud, and her internecine and vic-
torious battles bitterly humiliating
to her foes. Moreover, she was one
of the first great protestants and an
exponent of Catholicism's most
dangerous enemy, nationalism. And
though today we abhor the excesses
and brutalities of the Holy Inquisi-
tion, we must realize the necessity
of the office. In one of the great
speeches of the play, Shaw's In-
quisitor says, "Heresy at first seems
innocent and even laudable; but it
ends in such a monstrous horror of
unnatural wickedness that the most
tender-hearte- d among you, if .you
saw it at work as I have seen it,
would clamor against the mercy of
the Church in dealing with it -- . . .
remember also that no court of law
can be so cruel as the common
people are to those whom they sus-
pect of heresy. The heretic in the
hands of the Holy Office is safe
from violence, is assured of a fair
trial, and cannot suffer death, even
when guilty, if repentance follows
sin."
As a matter of fact, the proceed-
ings in 1456 which rehabilitated Joan
and declared her judges to be co-
rrupt and fraudulent were themselves
lies and slanders. In the epilogue ot
Saint Joan, Ladven announces to
the Dauphin: "At this inquiry from
which I have just come, there was
shameless perjury, courtly corrup-
tion, calumny of the dead who did
their duty according to their lights,
cowardly evasion of the issue, testi-
mony made of idle tales that could
not impose on a ploughboy." This
inquiry was the pro-Joa- n hearing of
1456.
n
In seeking a rich and definitive
understanding of Saint Joan, we
must turn to the epilogue. I have
heard it said by various people of
generally good taste and excellent
judgement that the epilogue spoils
the play and would have been better
omitted. This is not true at all. It
is necessary to Shaw's purpose that
both Joan and the Church be seen
in a clear historical light, and per-
haps most important, that we, the
readers and the spectators, perceive
fully the inevitability of Joan's end,
not only in its mediaeval context,
but in the whole area of human
life. It is implied again and again
that Joan, because of her Somatic-
ally tactless insistence and her in-
terference, officious in spite of its
brilliant consequences, must perish,
must burn "it is expedient that one
woman die for the people." Anyone,
articularly a woman, who must by
his genius render even dimmer the
faint enough light of lesser minds
or nettle by the nature of its action
powers and institutions whose very
existences depend on acceptance
and obedience (e.g., feudalism and
the Roman Church), is doomed to
the consequences of the frustration
and rage he evokes." Shaw, in his
Preface, compares Joan to Socrates,
and considers this phenomenon
the fatal disadvantages of wit more
perceptively than I can:
Now it is always hard for super-
ior wits to understand the fury
roused by their exposures of the
stupidities of comparative dul-
lards. Even Socrates, for all his
age and experience, did not de-
fend himself at his trial like a
man who understood the long
accumulated fury that had burst
on him, and was clamoring for
his death. His accuser, if born
2300 years later, might have
been picked out of any first
class carriage on a suburban
railway during the evening or
y you rnc nwzu rnuicf turj or -
morning rush from or to the
SSrfor he had really nothing
t' sky except that he and his
like could not endure being
shewn up as idiots every time
'
Socrates opened his mouth.
in
1 intend now to embark on a most
nerilous venture, which, if it appears
o you as little more than absurd,
has nothing to recommend it but
""NoMtheiess, I think it is worth
trying, for it is important to me
that you see the epilogue for what
it really is: enlarging, tightening,
enrobing, and organic. This ven;
hire of which I speak is a possible,
if slightly forced, interpretation of
Saint Joan minus epilogue.
The Catholic Church is, as Shaw
depicts it in the calculated uttera-
nces of Cauchon and the Inquir:
tor, an enormous, resourceful, and
profound force. It is shrewd, it is
honest, it possesses the great heroic
qualities. But in the case of Joan
of Arc is laid bare its one heroic
flaw. It is wrong. If in some way
the Church had found a way to de-
molish the catastrophic power of the
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spirit of which she was the living
symbol, a way merciful, cunning, andjust, it would have known a success
as dazzling as its error was lethal
But it could not. It did not. And
the most pathetic detail of the pic-ture is the inexorable course the
Church ran to its own destruction.
If it had been twice as cunning and
twice as colossal, it could not have
stamped out the fire that crept from
Joan's stake to set ablaze all of
Christendom into a holocaust that
left feudalism a memory and the
Church Militant a subdued and some-
times feeble thing. It is the very
inevitability of Joan's triumphant
doom and the ensuing schism that
enables one to see the character of
Shavs Church as grand . . . and
the Church a tragic hero.
But it is not Shaw's intention that
it should be so. Hence, the epilogue.
Namely because no denouement is
necessary, it does not fulfill the
function of most final acts. Those
affairs which should otherwise have
ben left unfinished or unsolved the
audience already knows the answer
to. Most of the spectators are gen-
erally aware of the concatenation of
events from 1429 to 1431. But the
epilogue does remind us . that al-
though the Church may capitulate
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and amend its inquisition by canoni-
zation, those poor creatures, men,
for whose terrestrial guidance and
souls' salvation the Church exists,
still will hot accept the ungovern-
able and single-minde- d genius,
whom nothing guides but protest
and rib one saves but Time. The
final speeches of the play pound
home with intense dramatic force
the fate of heightened sensibility in
a plodding and stupid world. And
as Cauchon leaves the stage, saying
The heretic is always better
dead. And mortal eyes cannot
distinguish the saint from the
heretic.
and the Archbishop follows, saying
The utmost I can say is that
though I dare not bless you, I
hope I may one day enter into
your blessedness,
and the Inquisitor, saying
I who am of the dead, testi-
fied that day that you were in-
nocent. But I do not see dis-
pensed with under existing cir-
cumstances.'
the Church is reduced to its fallible
and somewhat stubborn imperatives,
and Joan, Saint Joan, stands in in-
effable radiance and glory, and most
of all in loneliness, the genius who













conduct a determined don't do none ot the things
Page 17
wrong-doin- . ino
I S 'IT &
6y faH, ScAmidt
The man that hath no music in
himself,
Nor is not moved with concord
of sweet sounds,
Is fit for treasons, strategems,
and spoils.
William Shakespeare
It is with a humility born of a
sense of inadequacy in matters mus-
ical that I undertake to comment
in this column upon Kenyon's mus-
ical tastes. There are certain glar-
ing examples the citing of which I
believe will demonstrate the limited
scope which is the object of my crit-
icism. We need look no further than
to the record section of the book-
shop for our first example. I do not
wish to be understood as criticising
the management of the bookshop.
It is obvious that the law of sup-
ply and demand is beyond the con-
trol of any person on the staff of
the store. One buys only what one
expects to be able to sell. This is
a basic determinant of resource al-
location in a free-enterpri- se econ-
omy. A recent shipment of records
to the bookshop was composed of
the following selections: Tchaikov-
sky's overplayed Fifth and Sixth
Symphonies, Toscanni Conducts: The
Moldau, Danse Macabre, and The
Sorcerer's Apprentice; Mendels-
sohn's Italian Symphony, Romeo and
Juliet by Tchaikovsky, and one se-
lection each by Sibelius and Proko-
fiev. Here again I feel myself in
COCHRAN MOTOR SALES, Inc.
14 W. Ohio Ave.
Mt. Vernon, Ohio
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danger of being misunderstood. I
enjoy these works very much and
certainly would not dispute their
value. I simply maintain that one
should not limit his musical interest
only to composers up to and includ-
ing Tchaikovsky, and neglect as a
consequence such important contem-
porary composers as Barber, Schu-ma- n,
and Eloch. The nature of the
records ordered by the bookshop in-
dicates then, the limited scope of
Kenyon's musical tastes.
Several weeks ago there was in
evidence another indication of Ken-
yon's musical naivete. In the as-
sembly which allocates money to
finance the cultural pursuits of the
student body, albeit in a begrudg- - .
ing manner, the term "modernistic"
was applied disdainfully to the new
records that have been purchased
to augment the Carnegie Record
Record Library in Pierce Hall. Ad-
mittedly the new records are largely
dedicated to the more modern com-
posers while at the same time in-
cluding Mahler's song cycle,
"Youth's Magic Horn," and "Satie's
Parade Ballet Suite." It is fairly
obvious, notwithstanding some in-
dividuals' opinions, that this buying
of records of contemporary music
does not represent a personal bias
on the part of the purchaser but
rather a conscious effort to correct
a deficiency in the library which
arises from the age of the library
itself. The new records include
Bartok's six string quartets, and
much music by Schonberg and his
pupil Alban Berg, the latter records
J. W. BARNCORD
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being the cause of much dissatisfac-
tion among frequenters of the music
room.
The music written by modern com-
posers is usually a far cry from
the beautiful, melodious outpouring
of Tchaikovsky but we must not
dismiss them as valueless on such
grounds. This music represents a
serious effort on the part of many
extremely well trained musicians to
find their individual methods' and.
techniques of musical expression.
This should be sufficient justifica-
tion for a claim to some attention
from music lovers. When we reject
works for sounding unusual to our
ears we are only imitating the au-
diences --of Beethoven's and Ravel's
time. This is the manner in which
works by these composers were re-
ceived when first performed works
whose greatness no one disputes
now.
This neglect of contemporary
music cannot be excused by stating
that it is all a matter of taste. This
neglect due to dislike is subject to
attack on the grounds that it is a
result of an inadequate knowledge
of music. It is possible that the
listener is not capable of under-
standing what a composer is trying
to accomplish. In other words ig-
norance cannot hide behind the
theory of relativity of good and bad.
We as music lovers have a respons-
ibility to approach all music with
an open mind. We have an
obligation to take an interest in
music that is being written in our
time. When we shirk this duty we
find that a composer of the stature
of Bela Bartok,
"one of the most uniquely endowed
and imaginative composere of to-
day, and one of the most alive
and vital forces in twentieth-centur- y
music has never been
accorded a fame commensurate
with his genius and his signific-
ance." (1)
One of the factors that limited the
amount of creative activity that
Bartok could engage in was the
poverty stricken life that was forced
upon him and which led finally to
his death. This poverty was in
large measure due to neglect of his
music by the public.
(1) Twentieth Century Composers-Davi- d
Ewen.
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The high command of the party
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abandoned to that degree the ideologi-
cal opposition to New Deal social
policies and turned to the theme:
SThrow the rascals out we can do
the same things better!" Even their
former cries of "Bureaucracy
seemed to have been watered down
to- - "Our bureaus won't have 5 perc-
enters and mink coats." These in-
cidents of the abandonment of ethics
in government were used to indic-
ate corruption and inefficiency of
the "ins" without necessarily" refuti-
ng their principles.
For the future ? I cannot help but
feel that 1952 was a repetition (alt-
hough certainly more dramatic and
convincing) of 1946 when the situat-
ion on the consumer's market swept
the Republicans to a Congressional
victory in those disputed seats. The
1948 election reversed this and saw
a Democratic victory again. 1952 was
a psychological release bound to
come when one group is in power
any length of time and the immedi-
ate problems make the electorate
vote for the "outs." It was a psyc-
hological release of a people who
were tired of wars (while not necess-
arily blaming the "ins" for them),
tired of the great debate over foreign
responsibility (while not denying
these responsibilities), tired of the
often shoddy personal actions of the
President who was to be their leader
and inspiration. I am firmly conv-
inced that their great desire for a
change was not one of conviction
for that party which they put into
power nor an acceptance of its philo-
sophy. The American people saw a
man completely divorced from all
former political connections and conf-
licts. On him (not the Republican
party) they placed their hopes for a
solution to their problems. Will the
old political alignments take place
and re-establ- ish themselves in subs-
tantially the same manner now that
the "pressure valve" has been turned
on and the steam has escaped? I
believe so. It may be as soon as the
elections of 1954. It may be 1956.
SPORTS
Continued from page 10
The play of Joe Pavlovitch aided
the Lords soccer team in gaining
three straight victories, against Case
(5-0- ), Denison (3-2- ), and Western
Reserve (3-0- ). In these games, Cap-
tain Joe scored a total ol seven
goals. The soccer squad is now un-
defeated in four straight games, as
of this writing, after tying Ohio
State (3-3- ).
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